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OPPORTUNITY  KNOCKS  BUT  ONCE.  OTHER  KNOCKERS  PLEASE  COPY. 


Greeting. 


Well,  here  we  are  again  in  spite  of  the  many  prophecies  of  some  of  our  friends  and  the 
helpful  encouragement  of  many  others.  For  the  new  men  we  have  a hearty  “Howd’ye  do,” 
for  the  old  men  “Welcome  back  to  old  Lehigh  with  its  flowering  beds  of  ease, 
rosy  paths  and  apple  pie.  Doubtless  it  is  evident  to  all  that  Lehigh  is  beyond  re- 
proach and  she  needs  nothing  more.  There  are  so  many  good  things  here  that 
it  seems  a sin  to  maintain  one  more.  But  for  the  sake  of  our  literary  talent  The 
Burr  exists.  There  is  so  much  humor  and  wit  afloat  in  our  student  body  that,  of  course,  that 
faculty  need  no  training  so  far  as  we  are  at  present  concerned.  But  perchance,  our  posterity 
will  not  have  so  °reat  a vein  of  humor  as  we  and  will  find  great  pleasure  in  searching  the  ar- 


— ZjX>  0 — 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR. 


chives  of  Drown  Hall  for  invaluable  copies  of  the  ancestral  masrazine.  It  seems  rather 
liberal,  we  fear,  to  expect  our  university  to  keep  pace  with  the  rest  of  the  world.  Maybe, 
we  assume  too  much  in  inferring  that  a student  body  of  over  six  hundred  men  is  capable  of 
supporting  and  producing  a good  literary  paper.  Perhaps  it  is  meet  that  we  remain  dwarfs 
in  this,  while  we  advance  so  much  materially.  In  the  absence  of  dormitories  there  are  so 
many  college  ties  and  mutual  bonds  of  friendship  that  one-half  of  us  scarcely  ever  hear  the 
names  of  the  other.  On  the  slim  supposition  that  a literary  paper  might  be  useful  as  such, 
The  Burr  offers  itself.  It  hopes  to  be  as  regular  as  the  rest  of  Lehigh  in  the  habits  and 
opinions.  No  one  will  doubt  but  that  it  has  made  a good  start.  Come  out  and  give  us  a lift. 

5k  * * 


This  issue  of  The  Burr  is  a trifle  late  in  appearing  but  we  hope  you  will  be  indulgent 
and  excuse  us  on  the  grounds  that  we  have  been  too  busy  attending  to  other  college  affairs. 

Not  until  lately  have  we  deemed  ourselves  justified  in  staying  away  from  cheer- 
ing- practice  to  get  out  our  paper.  For  the  future  we  promise  to  be  good  and  al- 
ways have  something  worth  while  reading  even  if  we  are  rather  spasmodic  in 
appearing. 


Excuse. 


The  Burr  is  pleased  to  announce  the  election  of  Schmertz,  ’08,  as  assistant  business 
manager  and  Bell,  ’o8,  as  a member  of  the  editorial  staff. 


With  each  number  of  this  issue  is  enclosed  an  addressed  postal.  If  you  personally  wish 
The  Burr  did  not  exist  and  think  that  Lehigh  has  no  need  of  it  return  that  postal. 


Athletics. 


The  success  of  our  foot  ball  team  this  fall  has  been  very  gratifying  to  Lehigh  men.  The 
way  the  team  has  developed  is  an  honor  to  coach  Dixon.  Any  man  who  was  present  at  the 
Dickinson  game  can  not  help  being  entluiiastic  over  the  way  our  men  played. 
The  way  they  fought  for  old  Lehigh  reminds  us  older  men  of  by-gone  days. 
The  cheering  was  good  and  it  is  hard  to  say  just  how  much  the  success  of 
the  team  depends  upon  the  cheering.  But  who  could  keep  from  cheering 
when  he  saw  our  eleven  gain  ground  on  a much  heavier  team— and  a team  confident  of  vic- 
tory? They  say  they  need  our  cheers.  The  Lafayette  game  is  coming  when  they  will  need 
them  if  ever  they  did  and  it  is  up  to  every  true  Lehigh  man  to  furnish  his  share  of  that  in- 
visible force  behind  every  successful  varsity  team.  Come  out,  learn  the  new  songs  and 
yells;  be  a part  of  Lehigh  University.  We  need  you.  It  is  your  privilege  and  your  duty. 


Probably  the  Freshmen  are  quite  ready  for  another  sermon  since  it  is  so  long  since  they 
received  their  last  installment  from  the  Sophomores  and  since  they  enjoyed  their  doctrine  so 
much.  We  readilv  grant  that  every  wisdom-frought  word  of  theirs  sank  deep  into 
To  vour  plastic  minds  and  that  the  memory  of  them  needs  no  refreshing,  but,  may- 

1910.  hap  there  are  some  that  that  will  bear  repetition.  Bear  in  mind  that  an  education 

consists  only  of  booklearning  and  that  a chronic  fiend  is  the  acme  of  cultured  pet- 
fection.  Social  advantages  are  mere  pastime  and  you  will  have  no  use  for  your  neighbor  in 
life.  You  need  not  know  his  disposition,  you  need  not  consider  his  views  or  admit  then- 
validity.  Brooks  on  phenology,  chirology  and  palmistry  will  readily  tell  you  how  to  measure 


— <£0r  ee  — 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR. 


a mans  character  at  a glance  but.  forsooth,  a little  experience  in  the  social  realm  of  life  will 
be  a help.  Remember  always  that  No.  i comes  first,  and  watch  for  every  personal  gain  at 
another’s  cost.  Recollect,  too,  that  the  college  has  no  right  to  demand  anything  of  you,  that 
you  are  here  for  what  you  can  get,  that  the  student  body  has  no  claim  upon  your  ability,  that 

almamatricide  is  a highly  developed  art  in  this  day;  that  what  Lehigh  does  is  no  matter  of 

yours,  that  it  is  not  the  part  of  a true  man  to  stand  for  what  Lehigh  stands  for  and  to  support 
what  represents  Lehigh.  Wrap  yourself  up  in  self  and  books,  be  a confirmed  shyster,  a thoro 
pessimist  and  Lehigh  and  the  world  will  be  no  better  off  when  you  are  dead. 

* * * 

In  the  light  of  the  fact  that  The  Burr  has  been  poorly  supported  by  both  students 

and  alumni  it  has  been  decided  to  try  to  arouse  some  interest  by  publishing  in 

Change,  each  number  one  or  more  of  the  best  papers  read  at  the  meetings  of  the  various 
Societies  during  the  month.  This  change  has  been  thotfully  considered  and  it  is 
to  be  hoped  that  on  account  of  it  this  publication  will  have  a new  interest  to  Lehigh  men. 


_^CMorse4ense  and  a (do! lane  Educations 


My  father  is  not  a college  man,  but,  unlike 
most  men  whose  acquaintance  with  life  and  its 
various  photnomena  has  been  acquired  through 
actual  observation  and  personal  experiment,  he 
has  a profound  respect  for  a college  breeding. 
Now  although  father  is  an  eminently  practical 
and  successful  man,  he  is  absolutely  ignorant 
about  horses. 

Thus  it  was  that  when  the  necessity  arose 
for  the  family  to  equip  itself  with  an  aquestrai  i 
outfit,  father  told  me  that  he  would  give  me 
this  shining  opportunity  to  put  my  valuable 
college  training  (I  had  just  finished  my  fresh- 
men year)  to  some  use.  He  presented  me 
with  ample  funds  and  told  me  to  spend  the 
afternoon  in  procuring  a first-class  horse  and 
a good-looking  runabout.  He  specified  only 
that  the  horse  must  stand  anywhere  without 
hitching. 

Now  there  is  one  thing  that  I had  learned  at 
college,  and  that  was  never  to  say  “unprepar- 
ed” when  I didn't  know  the  lesson.  All  the 


knowledge  that  college  has  brought  to  me  in 
regard  to  the  Genus,  Horse,  had  been  gained 
in  the  “sea-going”  cabs ; but  I started  gaily 
off  for  the  nearest  large  town,  some  six  miles 
^ivay,  and  there  I went  at  once  to  the  largest 
livery-stable.  I said  I wanted  a nice  looking 
single  rig  for  the  afternoon,  and  I should  like 
a horse  which  would  stand  without  hitching. 

A gruff  man  said  he  “guessed  he  could  fix 
me  out,”  and  soon  be  brought  a nice  little  mare 
and  a pretty  rubber-tired  runabout.  I drove 
around  for  an  hour  and  was  so  highly  pleased 
with  the  outfit  that  I went  back  to  the  stable 
and  offered  to  buy.  The  lowest  price  I could 
get  the  gruff  man  to  look  at  was  more  than  I 
iiad  expected  to  pay,  but  he  seemed  so  insulted 
at  the  verv  mention  of  a lower  figure  and 
was  so  scathingly  scornful  when  1 meekly  sug- 
gested that  there  might  be  anything  the  matter 
with  the  mare,  that  I hurriedly  counted  out 
the  money  and  drove  away,  feeling  that  he 
might  at  any  moment  decide  that  he  could  not 


— — 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR. 


part  with  such  a paragon  of  speed  and  beauty 
He  did  hint  that  it  would  cripple  his  business 
badly. 

I became  more  and  more  delighted  with  my 
purchase  as  I drove  home.  I really  had  had 
remarkably  good  luck,  and  beyond  paying  an 
absurd  price,  there  was  no  fault  to  be  found 
with  my  bargain.  I was  thus  in  high  glee  when 
I turned  a corner  and  came  upon  old  Deacon 
rrett  of  our  town  in  a buggy.  He  had  stopped 
in  the  middle  of  the  road  and  was  standing  at 
his  horse's  head.  He  seemed  delig'hted  to  see 
me,  as  1 drew  im  behind  him.  He  came  back 
and  shook  hands  with  me,  and,  considering 
that  I knew  him  but  slightly  he  seemed  very 
cordial.  He  said  that  he  wanted  to  have  a 
talk  with  me  about  college,  and  rattled  on  in 
the  pleasantest  way,  telling  me  how  well  he 
had  heard  I was  doing,  and  really  I took  quite 
a likino-  to  the  old  fellew. 

When  1 got  a chance  I told  him  about  my 
business  venture.  He  seemed  delighted  with 
my  sagacity  and  said  that  it  took  the  “college 
chaps”  to  do  things.  He  looked  the  mare  over 
and  said  she  was  all  that  she  should  be.  As  to 
her  standing  unhitched  be  appeared  sceptical, 
and  indeed,  she  did  seem  rather  nervous.  She 
appeared  to  become  nervous  with  standing, 
and,  remembering  the  emphasis  with  which 
father  had  insisted  upon  that  point,  I was  sorry 
I had  not  been  more  careful. 

Meanwhile  the  Deacon’s  horse  had  not  so 
much  as  twitched  its  tail  all  the  time  we  had 
been  talking,  I remarked  upon  this,  and  the 
Deason  assured  me  that  brass  bands  and  can- 
nons could  not  make  his  horse  turn  a hair, 
all  you  had  to  do,  he  said  was  to  go  to  the 
horse’s  head  anct  shaking  your  finger  at  him 
saw  “Richard  remain  where  you  are  till  I 
return,”  and  the  noble  Richard  would  not  move 
for  hours.  This  seemed  to  me  very  remarkable. 
Another  thing  that  the  Deacon  pointed  out  to 
me  was  that,  while  my  purchase  was  an  ex- 
tremely graceful  creature  and  pretty  as  a lamb, 
my  father  would  much  prefer  a sturdy,  power- 


ful animal.  It  was  unfortunate,  he  remarked 
that  I could  not  have  purchased  a horse  of 
somewhat  the  build  of  Richard.  I had  remark- 
ed that  Richard  was  a handsome  animal,  and 
knowing  father's  practical  nature,  I began  to 
fear  that  my  article  might  be  rather  too  fancy 
to  suit  him.  Furthermore  the  mare  was  now 
snowing  signs  of  uneasiness  although  the  Dea- 
con was  doing  his  best  to  sooth  her.  1 asked 
him  if  he  thought  I should  not  be  wise  to  go 
_ick  to  the  city  and  exchange  the  mare,  even 
at  a loss,  for  an  animal  of  a more  substantial 
character. 

The  Deacon  thought  it  was  rather  too  bad 
now  that  evening  was  coming  on,  to  go  to  so 
much  trouble,  and  advised  me  to  make  the  best 
of  a bad  job  and  go  home  with  the  mare  even 
thought  my  father  might  be  dissatisfied.  How 
ever,  he  said,  he  had  taken  a tremendous  lik- 
mg  to  me,  and,  although  the  horse  I had  pick- 
ed was  by  no  means  what  was  required  for 
everyday  pratical  use.  he  had  a way  out  of  my 
difficulty.  T had  seen,  he  continued,  how  well 
Richard  fulfilled  all  my  father’s  requirements; 
now  just  to  get  me  out  of  an  unfortunate 
scrape,  he  would  do  this — without  taking  a 
cent  to  boot  he  would  exchange  Richard  for 
my  horse.  1 was  so  overcome  with  his  genero- 
sity that  1 could  have  hugged  the  dear  old  man. 

I helped  him  unharness  Richard — Richard 
never  moved  a muscle  all  the  while — and  we 
hitched  the  mare  into  the  Deacon's  buggy. 
The  Deacon  had  stopped  with  me  so  long  that 
he  had  to  hurry  away  then.  He  would  net 
even  stop  to  let  me  thank  him.  He  told  me 
that  when  1 was  readv  to  start  I merely  need- 
ed to  sav  “Richard,  at  your  convienence,  we 
will  proceed,”  and,  he  said,  at  Richard’s  con- 
venience, you  will  proceed. 

It  was  this  parting  remark  of  the  Deacon's 
which  caused  the  first  slight  touch  of  suspicion 
in  my  mind.  I hitched  Richard  into  the  run- 
about, and,  perhaps  I hurt  his  feelings,  f :>r, 
instead  of  inviting  him  to  proceed  at  his  com- 
venience,  I hit  him  a crack  with  the  whip  and 
told  him  to  " get  up.”  1 became  even  less  polite 
as  the  hours  dragged  on,  and  it  was  not  till 
ten  o'clock  that,  with  the  help  of  two  farm 
hands  that  the  Deacon  was  thoughful  enough 
to  send  to  my  assistance,  Richard  decided  to 
“proceed.” 
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£0e  summer  months  again  0a©e  roffeb  aj&ag. 
$.nb  grag;8<*ireb  £ime  0as  8rof  a buffer  bag. 
^Bife  beab  or  bging  aff  f$e  fratf  feaoes  faff. 
@lnb  o'er  f0e  nafteb  frees  f$e  i&ifb  uotnbs  caff. 

£Be  jogs  of  a gag  fife*  too ♦ are  gone 
@lnb  <£aff  B<*s  8rof  us  quite  another  one. 
3nsfeab  of  joftfg.  f$e  AB$ofe  bag  f$ru. 

$nb  ease  anb  fun  there's  something  efse  to  bo. 

££o  AD$en  f0c  buftes  f$us  so  ^ea»g  run. 

£Be  carefess  man  Becomes  f$e  f$offuf  one. 
®-nb  musing  o'er  $is  sofemn  &tejj5  of  fife 
fooiis  Begonb  f$e  minor  scenes  of  strife. 

@-nb  ioonbers  of  f$e  migBfg  universe 
J^as  $ab  its  summer  bag  anb  winter  curse. 
@lnb  if  there's  not  a summer  time  in  fife 
£8af's  far  aBoce  fBcse  minor  scenes  of  strife. 
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She:  ilTell  me  how  your  wife  and  you  happened  to  meet  first.'' 
He  ( meekly ) : uIt  wasn't  a meeting.  I was  overtaken .” 


TA  Lt  e Good  Old. 


Bum  joor.  Bill ! and  how  doSs  the  reopening 
of  this  great  and  glorious  incubator  for  future 
generals  of  finance  strike  you?  On  the  safe 
side  of  the  almighty  six?  Full  fledged  senior! 

, ell,  that's,  going  some!  I guess  I’ll  still  be 
half  and  half  when  Drown  Flail  is  an  ivy  drap- 
ed ruin  and  Jim  Meyers  celebrating  his  skeen- 
teenth  birthday.  But  I’m  as  glad  to  hit  the 
happy  hunting  grounds  again,  all  the  same, 
as  the  college  laundry  is  to  welcome  a young 
and  tender  shirt  into  its  midst.  Home  was 
never  like  this. 

S’matter?  I bet  I’ve  got  more  aches  to  the 
square  inch  than  there  is  numbers  to  cypher  it. 
My  iron  constitution  is  badly  in  the  rust  and 
’twill  be  several  days  e'er  my  hinges  quit  creak- 
ing as  I gaylv  meander  o'er  the  lea.  Maybe 


grandpop  hasn’t  rheumatism  good  and  proper. 
Wait  and  I’ll  unroll  a little  yarn  ball 
that’ll  make  your  hand  do  the  up  and  away 
act. 

I got  back  home  a week  ago  from  a vacation 
of  wrestle  in  the  practical  work  on  the  railroad 
at  6 per  prac,  feeling  like  a fat  dog  with  my 
jaws  full  of  the  mazuma.  Thinks  little  Willy 
to  himself,  “Here’s  where  this  burg  will  sit  up 
and  shade  its  eyes  from  the  heat,  before  we 
get  through.”  Maybe  it  didn’t. 

I was  looking  for  trouble  as  usual  when  the 
girlie  that  bosses  our  push  handed  me  a come- 
along  to  a moonlight  walk  over  the  boulevard. 
A moonlight  walk,  benighted  youth,  is  held  on 
some  night  when  the  moon  isn’t.  Well  you 
know  me.  Wherever  there’s  anything  doing 
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where  I can  make  a three-ring-circus  of  myself 
you  couldn't  hold  me  with  a dope  straight  jack- 
et. Sure  I’d  go. 

When  the  time  came  around,  of  course,  ’twas 
a nice  chill  eve  with  clouds  and  trimmings. 
JJut  was  I flustered?  Nay,  Nay,  1 chased  out 
with  my  sassy  looking  trouserloons  to  do  the 
real  college  bov  act.  I was  shaking  like  a 
nouse  afire  when  I got  to  the  meeting  place. 
But  when  1 saw  the  girlilorums  cruising 
round  with  these  open  faced  waists  on  and 
never  a chill  it  Was  up  to  muh  to  imagine  it 
was  warm  and  quit  the  rattles. 

The  bunch  paired  oft"  and  my  grab  drew  a 
damsel  from  across  the  tracks  I‘d  never  heard 
of  before  and  when  the  party  that  handed  us 
a knock-down  mumbled  the  names  to  the  floor 
I butted  in  with  the  conversation  starter  of 
“what  name?’’  and  she  says  “call  me  Claude.” 
A ouldn't  that  jar  your  back  teeth? 

I patted  myself  on  the  back  saying,  “Here’" 
where  1 win.”  So  I touched  oft*  a few  “Burr” 
jokes  but  the  maid  was  busy  flagging  some 
guz-aboo  from  her  neck  of  the  woods  so  I did 
the  faithful  Fido  act  and  trotted  after.  Soon 
• he  parade  started. 

I’d  bought  a bundle  of  fruit  and  the  damsel 
added  a cake  and  her  wraps  and  that  made  a 
nice  load,  thank  you.  After  heaving  that  cargo 
for  a couple  of  blocks,  it  struck  me  picnic  deli- 
catesse — especially  fruits  was  perishable 
freight.  1 could  feel  the  bananas  leaking 
them. 

At  last,  amid  great  enthusiasum,  we  struck 
the  park.  Then  after  a grand  talk  fest  the 
site  of  the  tragedy  was  settled  and  we  came  t' 
anchor. 

Somebody  trotted  out  Chinese  lanterns  and 
of  course,  me  for  fixing  them  up  in  combusti- 
me  sliane.  Seemed  to  me  there  were  enough 
lanterns  to  b>ht  Bethlehem  and  Allentown  too, 
before  I got  through  touching  them  off.  Gaze 
on  me  with  tallow  running  down  my  clothes 


and  both  thumbs  and  all  my  fingers  scorched 
trying  to  snuff  the  wicked  wicks. 

Just  as  we’d  got  them  strung  up  one  candle 
flopped  and  set  the  lantern  on  fire.  There  was 
a puff  the  rope  burnt  and  the  whole  string 
came  down  with  a bang.  Of  course  there 
were’nt  any  sarcastic  cracks  about  the  way 
the  glims  had  been  fixed.  Oh  no ! 

Well  about  this  time  they  commenced  to  ex- 
hume the  lunch  and  I took  an  interest  in  life 
again.  I thought  I‘d  make  up  here  for  all 
previous  bumps.  Just  let  me  nestle  up  to  a lit- 
tle free  lunch  and  1 can  forget  my  trouble  for 
awhile.  But  there  was  more  work  for  the 
undertaker  on  tap. 

The  maiden  I had  drawn  .enewed  our  ac- 
quaintance and  ordered  a full  course.  So  I 
fished  around,  copping  off  anything  that 
looked  indigestible.  Claude  had  a girl  friend 
whose  duplicate  ticket  was  feeding  himself,  so 
I levied  on  some  rations  for  her  and  then  filled 
up  a paper  plateful  for  a good  boy. 

Gee ! I had  everything  on  the  menu  landed 
and  was  teetering  along  to  a nice  cosy  corner 
holding  my  plate  tenderly  when  bing!  One 
of  those  heathen  hit  a wallop  with  a piece 
of  girl-made  cake  and  dumped  the  apple  cart, 
Well— 

I stepped  on  the  select  things  and  gathered 
up  as  much  of  the  wreck  as  I could 
amid  howls  of  laughter  at  this  delicate  bit  of 
wit.  Then  I found  a vacant  place  and  sat 
down.  I got  right  up.  We  had  missed  a pie- 
blackberry — but  I found  it.  Just  imagine 
what  the  caboose  of  those  duck  trousers  look- 
ed like  if  you  can ! 

After  removing  the  pastry  in  sections,  I bit 
into  the  sad  remnants  of  the  feed  when  the 
little  drops  of  water  like  merev  dropped  upon 
the  place  below.  And  me  on  the  place ! There 
was  a grand  get  away  then  to  an  old  shack 
nearby  and  when  we  got  there  Claude  discovei- 
er  her  jacket  was  still  hanging  on  a tree  and 
it  was  me  to  get  it.  Always,  always ! 

Of  course  the  gentle  rain  didn’t  soak  me, 
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and  when  I got  back  and  looked  for  Claude 
I found  her  in  a secluded  corner  with  a fellow 
from  her  part  of  town.  He  had  the  automobile 
hold.  Uh-lmh ! I dropped  the  jacket,  murmur- 
ed I feared  I was  intruding  and  faded  into  the 
over-hanging  gloom. 

After  holding  hands  with  myself  an  hour  10 
the  accompaniment  of  a joyous  chorus  of  goo- 
gooing  about  me,  a sparrow  cop  showed  us 
out  of  the  park.  The  prima  donna  of  the  ag- 
gregation discovered  me  and  handed  me  a 
couple  of  basketfuls  of  remains  to  cart  away. 
1 saw  the  datnsal  my  ticket  called  for  peking 
off  with  this  other  geizer  as  I paddled  along 
in  the  rear  of  the  procession.  And  I didn't 
have  nerve  enough  left  to  even  kick  over  th^ 
garbage  cans  we  passed  by. 

^\ext  clav  me  to  the  sick  list  with  a bark  like 
a cannon  and  a Grecian  bend  all  over.  Not 
a blame  thing  doing  but  get  outside  of  medi- 
cine up  till  the  day  I came  back  here.  And 
all  the  time  those  beautiful  green  boys  just 
yelling  to  get  into  the  dazzle  I had  planned. 

A moonlight  walk  would  be  a howling  suc- 
cess if  it  was  held  in  a steam  heated  house. 
I’m  sure  I could  enjoy  it  if  I wasn’t  there. 

•6  »S 

Woman’s  Way. 

“Come  Saturday  night,  John,  and  you  will 
see  the  man  I love.”  Such  were  the  closing 
words  of  the  letter  which  John  Hanneth  held 
in  his  hand. 

The  preceding  night  he  had  proposed  to 
Miss  May  and  had  been  put  off  with  the 
promise  of  a written  answer.  After  what 
seemed  endless  waiting  the  letter  had  come, 
and  this  strange  ending  brought  little  assur- 
ance. 

Formerly  John  has  banished  all  thoughts  of 
a formidable  rival  to  his  lady's  hand,  but  now 
he  felt  quite  sure  that  the  place  he  hoped  for 
was  usurped  by  another.  He  felt  himself 
afloat  on  the  sea  of  life  with  no  port  in  view. 


As  the  drowning  man  grasps  for  a straw  so 
clings  love  to  the  last  hope.  It  would  be  hu- 
miliating to  be  in  the  presence  of  his  more 
fortunate  rival,  but  he  knew  from  the  tone  of 
the  letter  that  she  wished  him  to  come,  even  if 
only  from  pity.  He  would  do  what  she  wished 
if  it  brought  him  to  death’s  door. 

It  was  more  than  a day  till  Saturday  even- 
ing and  with  many  doubts  and  misgivings  did 
John  Hanneth  enduie  the  time.  He  thoughc 
over  the  concourse  of  Miss  May’s  many  ad- 
mirers and  wondered  which  it  might  be.  None 
seemed  good  enough,  so  he  created  and  charac- 
terized a being  of  bis  own,  who  he  thought 
was  fit  for  her.  There  sprang  up  in  his  breast 
a marvelous  love  and  respect  for  this  ideal 
man.  He  would  fight  for  him ; he  would  die 
for  him.  No  other  should  have  Clara  May 
With  a feeling  of  hatred  for  any  but  him  who 
could  come  up  to  his  ideal  he  presented  him- 
self on  Saturday  night. 

He  was  warmly  received  by  her  whom  he 
so  loved,  but  what  an  abyss  there  seemed  fixed 
between  them.  He  was  now  page.  She  was 
the  fair  lady  and  the  knight  was  yet  to  come. 
She  talked  pleasantly  but  a little  anxiously 
and  he  answered  as  if  half  in  a dream.  After 
a time  he  ventured  to  say : 

“When  is  he  to  be  here,  Clara?” 

She  slipped  her  hand  into  his  and  whis- 
pered: “He’s  here  now,  John.” 


Dr.  Thompson ! — “Give  an  example  of  a 
figure  of  speech.” 

Freshman: — “Mechanics  is  like  a primeval 
forest.” 

Dr.  T.:— “Why?” 

Fresh. : — “Because  it  is  hard  to  get- 
through.” 

* r* 

First  Native — My  wife  she  died  when  we 
was  out  in  Indiana. 

Second  Native — Did’nt  it  agree  with  her 
out  there  ? 

First  Native — Vat!  the  fever? 
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The  Future  Source  of  the  World's  Motive  Power, 


BY  THE  REV.  B.  BUDDINS. 


(Editor’s  note.  This  is  the  first  of  a series 
of  articles  of  a scientific  nature  which  will  ap- 
pear in  our  columns  from  the  pen  of  this 
scholarly  divine). 

Why  did  Providence  create  the  great  desert 
of  Sahara?  Though  I have  never  made  re- 
searches covering  the  portion  of  the  world  of 
which  I am  about  to  write,  I feel  in  an  especi- 
ally qualified  way,  inspired  to  translate  the 
evident  intentions  of  Providence  in  this  re- 
gard. 

Behold  the  material  in  hand : An  immense 

area  of  level  county  exposed  by  nature  to  vast 
direct  temperatures  from  the  sun.  Now  I 
have  read  of  such  things  as  Solar  motors 
( solar ( pertaining  to  the  sun  and  motor,  move- 
ment). The  object  of  this  apparatus  is  the  con- 
versation of  the  sun’s  rays  into  energy,  by 
means  the  papers  say,  of  great  conical  reflec- 
Imagine  the  desert  of  Sahara  covered  ovei 
its  entire  area  by  these  great  engines,  busy 
during  twelve  hours  of  the  day  in  conducting 
by  reflection,  as  the  papers  tell  us,  the  rays  of 
the  sun  to  boilers  in  which  steam  is  produced 
to  run  motors  developing  limitess  power. 

My  son  tells  me  that  water  would  be  used 


to  run  these  boilers,  but  I learn  from  one  of 
my  parishioners,  who  was  once  a fireman  on  a 
tug-boat  that  the  same  water  may  be  used 
over  and  over  again  by  cooling  the  steam  in 
condensers  and  that  these  condensers  are  sup- 
plied with  cooling  pipes.  To  obtain  this  cold 
water  I should  have  long  stretches  of  under- 
ground pipes,  mains  I believe  they  are 
called,  and  in  them  a continual  flow  of 
water  which  would  take  the  heat  from  the 
stream,  become  cooled  in  passing  through  the 
pipe,  returning  again  and  again  to  the  conden- 
sers. 

Under  the  shade  of  the  reflectors  the  work- 
men would  live  in  comfort.  I should  make  no 
attempt  to  reclaim  the  desert,  but  allow  it  to 
remain  the  natural  furnace  of  the  world  to 
supply  power  necessary  for  other  world  enter- 
prises. 

RecogniUr  the  fact  that  mv  clerical  train- 
ing has  not  fitted  me  for  carrying  my  scheme 
into  practical  operation,  I take  this  opportunity 
of  laying  before  the  students  of  your  institution 
what  1 am  convinced  is  one  of  the  most  import- 
ant ideas  of  this  age  of  great  achievement. 


DUBIOUS  COMFORT. 

A local  clergyman  was  asked  to  offer  a 
prayer  that  the  students  of  the  university  be 
successful  in  the  final  examinations  then  in 
progress.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  service, 
he  was  taxed  with  not  having  complied  with 
the  request.  Upon  further  inquiry,  however, 
it  was  learned  that  Ins  intercessions  had  taken 
the  form  of  a prayer  for  those  at  sea. 


Attention  of  many  men  hurrying  up  New 
St.  to  college  has  been  drawn  to  the  following 
laconic  notice  in  the  window  of  a Chinaman’s 
shop  closed  now  for  a week  or  more : 

DEAD 

Call  When  Open 

* * 

“Jones  is  vulgar  from  head  to  foot.” 

"Yes,  he  even  wears  low  shoes.” 
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“UN  AUTRE  MISERABLE.” 

f,  n »t 


The  cafe  de  Pauvres  Diables  is  lively  to- 
night. The  lig'hts,  twinkling  through  the 
heavy  palms  attract  passers-by  to  join  the 
gay  crowd  within.  It  is  cold  even  for  Paris, 
which  is  the  coldest  town  of  western  France, 
south  of  Havre.  Tlie  Theatre  Olympic  is  just 
out  and  many  of  the  audience  seek  the  warmth 
and  refreshments  of  the  little  “Cafe  Chantant.” 
The  gay  grissettcs  flit  from  group  to  group, 
exchanging  now  a “comment”  with  a care- 
free student,  or  perchance  lingering  for  a 
moment  in  half  earnest  bickering  with  an  ad- 
mirer. 

Viautmont.  from  his  table  in  the  corner, 
looks  on  this  motley,  merry  crowd  with  a 
cynical  smile  on  his  effeminately  moulded  lips. 
Three  years  ago  he  could  have  enjoyed  himself 
in  this  same  oiqnette  fashion,  but  three  years 
of  student  life  in  Paris  do  not  incline  one  to 
survey  life  in  such  a general  view  of  enjoy- 
ment, but  rather  one  becomes  a connoisseur, 
even  in  the  reveling  of  a Saturday  night  after 
the  opera.  The  gaming  tables  possessed  some- 
thing of  a charm  for  Vautmont'and  had  been 
claiming  his  time  much  of  late.  Last  night  he 
had  invested  the  remnant  of  his  small  fortune, 
at  Conradi’s  with  the  understanding  that  if 
the  end  of  the  deal  be  successful,  he  should 
meet  his  fellow  investors  at  the  Pauvres 
Diables  shortly  after  the  present  time. 

And  so  our  friend  of  the  proud  girlish 
mont's  finances  are  in  a somewhat  desperate 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  waiting  for 
such  news  as  this,  is  extremeL  irksome,  but 
now  it  is  unbearable.  The  non-appearance  of 
the  men  he  awaits  means  the  non-recovery  oi 
the  monev  and  that  means — well  many  un- 
pleasant and  most  inconvenient  results.  Vaut- 
mont’s  finances  is  in  a somewhat  desperate 
situation,  for  he  has  given  as  many  notes  of 
honor  as  his  creditors  will  accept,  he  has  been 
ejected  from  his  lodgings  by  the  irate  mistress 
of  the  house,  to  whom  he  owes  half-a-year’s 


rent ; and  he  cannot  borrow  another  centime, 
for  no  one  will  lend. 

Fhe  hour  comes,  yes  is  come  and  gone. 
But  where  are  the  others?  Surely  not — 
but  it  is  too  clear  what  has  happened.  It  comes 
over  the  young  fellow  at  once,  this  half-ex- 
pected result. 

The  cynical  smile  has  turned  to  an  hysterical 
laugh.  Life  itself  becomes  hateful  to  him.  It 
is  impossible  to  look  on  all  the  merry-making, 
in  the  room  before  him,  without  bitterly  curs- 
ing Fortune  for  this  last,  crudest  turn.  Going 
out  into  the  night  his  thoughts  become  more 
bitter  still.  It  is  very  cold,  but  he  heeds  it  not, 
and  hurrying  through  the  Rue  de  l’Opera,  the 
old  bridge  over  the  Seine  is  quickly  reached. 
Here  at  last  he  can  think  without  hearing  the 
tauntings,  as  it  seems  to  him,  of  the  multitude. 

Far  below’  him  the  still  deep  water  reflects 
the  myriads  of  stars  from  the  clear  heavens, 
and  it  seemed  to  Vautmont  as  if  heaven  itself 
w’ere  down  there  so  far  below,  and  that  one 
leap  would  place  eternity  between  him  and  all 
mankind.  The  inclination  is  very  strong  and 
he  reasons  that  only  a half  dozen  persons 
would  miss  him  on  the  morrow,  and  these  not 
for  long.  There  is  no  danger  of  rescue,  for  one 
could  not  swim  as  far  as  the  quay  and  the 
house  walls  on  either  side  are  very  steep. 

The  next  morning,  a workman  pulled  a half 
frozen  bodv  from  the  river  near  the  quay, 
and  since  it  was  unclaimed  in  the  morgue  it 
was  quickly  hurried  on  to  join  that  unnamed 
multitude  of  those  who  had  found  the  struggle 
too  great. 

Gay  Paris  is  just  as  gay  as  ever  and  ever. 
If  one  had  know  that  there  w^as  one  less  soul 
within  its  ancient  boulevards  he  w^ould  surely 
have  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  muttered, 
“Un  Autre  Miserable.” 
m 

Mother  (reproachingly  ) : “Tommy,  aren’t 
you  ashamed  to  make  faces  at  you  mother  ?” 

Tommy:  “Yes,  mamma,  I tried  to  laugh, 
but  my  face  slipped.” 
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Lynx-Byed  Larry. 


With  slinking  stride,  the  foul  murderer  of 
Mr.  James  Montmorency,  the  wealthy  banker, 
slopped  down  the  darkness  of  an  alley  and 
halted  at  the  door  of  "Pie-face  Pete,”  his  pal, 
with  whom  he  had  an  appointment  at  mid- 
night. He  had  just  been  shadowed  over  eight 
continents  by  “Lynx-Eyed  Larry,”  and  was 
breathless. 

Three  raps,  a kick  on  the  door  knob,  a shrill 
sneeze ! 

’Twas  the  signal! 

“Hist!  who  is  it?” 

“Me,  Pete!  Let  me  in  for  heaven’s  sake!” 
“Are  you  alone?” 

“Alone.” 

“Are  you  followed?” 

“Yes,  yes — quick!" 

“Gome  in.” 

"Thank  goodness,  I am  safe!" 

“Plow  long  have  you  been  back?” 

“An  hour,  four  minutes,  five  seconds  and 
two  ticks.” 

“Where  did  you  leave  Lynx-Eyed  Larry  ? 
“In  Australia.” 

“Good!  How  did  you  kill  the  banker?” 
“Chopped  off  his  head.” 

“With  an  axe?" 

“With  an  axe.” 

“And  then  ?” 

“Then  I dragged  the  stiff  to  the  river  and 
weighting  it  down  with  two  stones,  threw  it 
in.” 

“At  what  point?” 

“Two  doors  above  the  Brooklyn  Bridge.” 
“Where  is  the  swag?” 

“The  swag?” 

“The  swag.” 

“I  hid  it.” 

“Hid  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where  at?” 

“Where  at?” 


“Yes.” 

“I  put  it  in  a bag.’ 

“Yes,  yes ! Go  on  ! ’ 

“ — put  it  in  a bag  and  tied  a rope  about  the 
bag  and  lowered  the  bag  into  the  Hudson 
River.” 

“Ah,  ha!  Where?” 

“I  said  the  Hudson  River.” 

“Come,  come;  no  trifling!  At  what  point 
in  the  Hudson  River?” 

“Two  miles  below  Troy.” 

“Good — and  the  rope?” 

“Tied  it  to  a white  oak  tree  on  the  bank.  Is 
that  all  you  want  to  know,  Pete?" 

“Pete  ?” 

“Cert.  That’s  what  I said — Pete,  P-e-t-e.” 
“Oh,  indeed.  Well,  if  you  are  not  my  old 
pal,  “Pie-face  Pete,”  who  are  you?” 

For  answer,  the  other  pulled  off  his  suit, 
false  mustache,  wig  and  beard  with  one  hand 
and,  covering  the  self-confessed  murderer 
with  a gatling  gun  in  the  other,  cried : 

“I  am  Lynx-Eyed  Larry,  the  great  detec- 
tive.” 

“Are  you  wise?  On  de  level,  ain’t  it  awful? 
Eh?” 

“Wot?” 


"Drunk  again,"  said  Pastor  Furlye,  as  rum- 
loving  Pat  staggered  by. 

“’S  that  so?  So  am  I”,  was  Pat's  sympathetic 
reply. 
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Tl  yf  OST  MEN  find  it  necessary  to  dress  well  for  business  reasons  and  at  the  same 
1 * * time  to  dress  inexpensively  for  financial  reasons. 

My  suits  appeal  to  this  class  of  men,  as  they  do  to  all  men  of  discrimenating  taste. 
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